Upon the much-lamented Death of che 'Worſhi pful 


ata ALLEN, Eſq; 


T hat mo Learued and Eminent 
Lawyer and Counſellour 


g. 


3 


GRAYS-INN; 


Who dyed of 4 Fever on Friday, June 26. M. DC. LXIIT. 


ELEGY 


To his moſt dear md "WINDY Brother, GiLes ArrEN Dr. of Divinity, his only Executor: By V. G. 


Ould we, by ſegbing. back his breath retrive; 
Wee'd ſpend our own, but have him ſtill alive: 
X Nor ſhould drought e te put period to his years; 
WP 2 For we would ſhake his Fever with our Tears. 
Baß Kae he th undergone Fate's harſh Decree, 
Not now to be rewers'd in Chancery ; 
We may the Siſters three more unjuſt call, 
Than ever a packd Jury in the Hall, 
Let them ſtand forth, and give their Reaſons, why 
They did ſo-re;bly ſign his Deſtiny. 
Did any Ghoſt , Arraign d at th' Lower Bench, 
Beg bun tg he afſign d for Councel hence? 
Dideither of thoſe fatal Deemſters three, 
Who do departed Sp rita to Miſery 
1 Adjudge, or Reſt, as they beſt merit it, 
row weary, and for eaſe beg Pluto's Writ: 
"Whoſe Term had been Adjourned 1 in that Caſe, 
Had not Death Summon d him to take the Place ? 
Or were their Judgments ſo ſevere and ſowr, 
They needed him co be the Chancellour ? 
Or, when the Siſters ſaw his Glory wun, 
And yet how little of his Clue was run, 
Found he defcrv'd a Call was higher far, 
To be promoted to the Bench from Barr; 
Then , while to confer Honour, they're in ſtrife 5 
Did Death miſtake a Night Cap for a Corf ? 
*'T was ſome fuch Cauſe „ fure, urg'd the God of Fate 
To fnarch him from us, ere that half the Date 
Of his Life's Leaſe was at; ; for I dare (wear, 
That his Midſummer Rent was not Arrear; 
But that his heaw'zly Landlord he had paid 
What Tribute of Pray r or Praiſe was on him laid. 


We then conclu 


And had the Countrey-Clown, who gib'd of old 


Being ask'd when the Sun chang d, and Empſon told, 


Though it did rarely chance, be id ore. ſee, 
*Twould when a Lawyer went to Heaven be; 
Liv'd in his Time, and his juſt Practice known, 
H' had been con inc d, and found him ſuch an one 
Whoſe Soul though thither born we did nor ſee 
By Angels in their pureſt Livery, 
(So as Rome's Legends do deſcribe and paint 
The forg d A ou ions of each puiſne Saint) 
Vet, when his P:oxs Zeal we truly weigh, 
And Innocence unſpotted as the Day, 
e him H now on High, 
Both in P reſumption, and in barity. 

Where reſt, bleft Soul, and, ſince in CAR Is his Reign, 
The Age is doubly-gili at leaſt again, 
While from the Skies AS TARA does repair 
Here to converſe , hold you her Balance there. 
Nor, whilſt you're ſo employ'd, need you to fear 


Your Memory will ſuffer with us here, 


And want a gloxing Epuaph the while 


For to preſerve it, or a coſtly Pile , 


This on a plain Tomb-ſtone will well ſuffice, 

Here AL LE NSF Gray 5S-Inn tbe Lawyer lies 
Then, as when Candy her juſt King inhum'd, 

And wrote Mixos Jove's Son lay there intomb'd, 
When Age had eat the Mortal Name away, 

They bragg'd, That uPiTER chere d lay 


So. when lime AI LE N's Name ſhall have worn chin, 


| Poſterity will tell, © There lies G RAY S-INN. 
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